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on the roof, pack themselves in the coupe that was none too
roomy even for Tom Johnson, and ride off hilariously to the
repair shop.
It was not long after this that Henry George, Jr., writing to
his father from Washington, sandwiched in between a detailed
account of his impression of Herbert Spencer's Social Statics
and word of doings in the Senate, the report that "Johnson
makes the pedal mount from both sides now!" 5
As this recreation continued it was the task of the youngest
child * to keep her father's bicycle clean. One afternoon he
wandered into the basement to find her at her labor. "What's
happening?" he inquired in dismay at the sight of his dis-
membered machine.
"Oh, I took the hind wheel off and found a lot of filthy, greasy
little shot," she answered. Not knowing that a bicycle was a
"ballbarian," as the family afterward jokingly called it, she con-
tinued blithely, "IVe lost quite a few of them but the others IVe
cleaned and put back."
Here if ever, was a temptation to the father to show deep
annoyance. Instead, he set about recovering as many as he
could of the lost "shot." But the bicycle had to go to the repair
shop again.
Admirers often showered gifts on George. One morning two
young girls appeared at his home with a beautiful down pillow.
One side was pale pink and the other was baby blue satin, on
which had been embroidered by skillful Chinese fingers a stately
white stork with red legs. It was a work of art, certainly, but
it was out of place on the brown rep couch in the book-strewn,
paper-cluttered study.
Several years before, George had been given a boat by a
friend who knew that he never really relaxed save when on the
water. The tiny craft was kept at a small dock on the East River
close to the George home, which was then on Pleasant Avenue
(another name for Avenue A) near Nineteenth Street. The
boat could be used for sailing or rowing, and if the breeze and
river traffic were favorable, the economist (who sometimes still
used his diary as a sea log with such notations as "East wind and
Smooth sea") would hoist the white canvas and take the helm.8
Usually one or more of his sons went with him, and often his
* The author usually referred to herself as "The Child,** and this was her name
in the household.—Editor

